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FIRST PER SO N
Tie shorc-eaned owl perched on a rolled bale of hay. Her ear tufts were barely visible, even through my binoculars. Another hunted over the field—hovering, wing beats erratic. It 
was just after six in the morning, though the sun was already warming the air and the crusted, 
spring snow of the Bitterroots.
But that was last May, over five months ago, and there is much I cannot remember. I can 
fill in gaps with my guide book: Short-eared owls have long wings which show a buffy patch and a 
black wrist mark in flight; they are tawny with a streaked breast; they nest on the ground; they are 
a bird of open country, marshes, and tundra. Still, many of the fine details of the land, the birds, 
and the emotions I shared with others, are lost I don't think any of us watching the raptors carried 
our notebooks, though we all came there to write.
As a participant at this year's Environmental Writing Institute, I enjoyed the luxury of what 
I've come to think of as a five day cruise—the only difference being that this "ship" was a 1,140 
acre wildlife refuge anchored in the Bitterroot Valley. I ate decadent and artistic meals, like 
chocolate-covered strawberries rolled in nuts or colorful salads edged in violets. I slept in fresh 
sheets every night. I drank strong coffee in the morning and stronger drinks in the evening. There 
was nothing to worry about but writing. Yet, I didn't write. My journal spent most of the week at 
the bottom of my bag, thrown in the comer with my boots, sandals, and sketchbook. When I did 
get around to documenting my experience at Teller, it was after the fact. I could blame the late 
May sun for my laziness. O r maybe I was so caught up with the idea of writing, with the discussion 
of writing during the workshops, and with thinking about writing while rafting the river or even 
dancing in the Rainbow Bar, that I forgot to make time to pick up a pen.
However, one of the most important things i learned during the workshop was the neces­
sity of precision. "Take a cheap camera," Bill Kittredge told me, "and snap everything you see 
along the trail." Every part of every landscape—physical, emotional, or intellectual—is unique; 
you've got to capture i t  Then again, the very act of writing is a process of reflection. You can 
be there, pencil in hand, but the action is still a synthesis of past and present—just like it might 
be later that evening in your room. A  few seconds can make as much of a difference in 
perception as a few hours. Moments slip away as fast as an owl can swoop upon his prey. 
Sometimes memory depicts scenes far better than the senses. I have yet to discover the perfect 
balance between the two.
The day after I came home from Teller, I visited another wildlife refuge—this one in the 
Centennial Valley of southwest Montana. The place was brimming with life, with the croaking of 
frogs, the shrilling of red-winged and yellow-headed blackbirds, and the diving of white pelicans. 
The moose were calving, thousands of migrating waterbirds rested on the lakes, and the rattling 
call of sandhill cranes floated up to my campsite each day I spent there. One evening, I walked 
down the road with my journal to a small rise overlooking a pond. Thunderheads pushed up 
against the mountains. The land became a blending of pastel strokes—blues and greens and grays 
and yellows. Aspen groves pierced the soft colors of the air with their newly-budding branches. I 
watched a nesting trumpeter swan. She seemed to glow in the dimming light as she stretched her 
wings wide; their contours rose and fell like the lines of a snowy ridge. Think of another word 
besides beauty, I told myself, another word besides grace or elegance to describe this swan. But I 
couldn't. Her form exceeded words and then was lost to darkness.
"It's our job as writers," Gary Snyder said last May at the Wilderness Science conference in 
Missoula, "to write clearly." And I believe everyone at Teller strove to do so. The essays published 
in this issue of Camas are not unique in their objectives of clarity or precision. They are, I believe, 
representative of the efforts we all made during the workshop.
Similarly, Camas' editors and contributing writers have worked towards a related goal. 
Regular readers may notice changes in format, theme, and content In an effort to solicit diverse 
writing, the staff has decided to expand beyond the regionalism of the Northern Rockies to include 
the West in general. In an effort to give clarity to changes affecting the West, we have chosen to 
create a journal that braids environmental issues with creativity. Mary Anne Seine's essay, "Rocky 
Mountain High," explores the notion of music rooted in a particular landscape. Ethan Hasenstein 
takes a stance on a controversial piece of Montana legislation, while Dan Berger examines the 
semantics of the word "sustainability." We welcome comments on our writing as well as contribu­
tions of your own. See if we can achieve accuracy or follow the precise cut of a swan's out­
stretched wings. Take us to task.
—Tara Gunter
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Great Bum  Grouse
by Alison Kreiss
M y hunter home late 
two bodies lain on the passenger seat 
offering limp-necked dense mottled beauty 
Great Burn Grouse
Butchered with a dull knife 
I am amazed how the body resists separation 
the organic clutch and integration 
the mess of meat sought among parts 
bone, gut, feather, foot
Crops bursting with fruit, leaf, and stem 
of snowberry and kinnickinnick
Sweet metallic smell of breast and wing 
baked in a sauce of cowboy concoction 
chewed with hesitant sanctity 
tongues grope and filter shot 
purest food, we eat the forest floor
As when walking through trees
caught and held by your pounding beneath the air
at once a bird, my heart, the woods
Cam as would like to apologize to Alison fo r incorrectly printing her poem in the Sum m er 1999  Exotics issue.





et al.: Camas, Fall-Winter 1999
Published by ScholarWorks at University of Montana, 1999
P e r s p e c t iv e s
Peanut Butter Sandwiches, Helium Balloons,
and Sustainability
by Dan Berger
I once gained enlightenm ent through a peanut butter sandwich. N o t just any concoction o f pu- 
reed peanuts spackied between two sides o f bread, 
but one o f those beautiful foods that tasted like earth 
and sunshine. It was made o f whole wheat, nine- 
grain, localiy-made, organic bread and smothered with 
thick, o ily  homemade peanut butter. I was couch 
surfing at the time, staying with a college friend on 
the seven-year plan, who was studying, among other 
things, sustainable development. He introduced me 
to the ideas o f earthship houses, passive solar heat­
ing, and sustainable communities. We often talked 
about the advantages o f 
supporting local, sus­
ta in ab le  a g r ic u ltu re  
while driving to 7a.m. 
yoga classes in his 778 
Mercedes— a stinky die­
sel with great vibes but 
bad brakes, i had al­
most no cash flow, but 
b io d yn am ic  p roduce  
and meat made more 
sense than the alterna­
tive. For the first time,
I was considering things 
besides my stom ach  
and my wallet. M o st 
im portant to me was 
tha t food  shou ld  be 
produced in a manner 
harm on ious w ith  the 
natural world. Similarly, 
the same type o f har­
mony should exist be­
tw een fo od  and m y 
body and mind. Like­
wise, it made sense to me that this connection should 
also exist between ourselves and our transportation, 
farming, energy use, and community development.
Graduate school brought me here to M issoula 
where I intended to continue learning about and prac­
ticing my ideas o f sustainable living. W ith the town's 
eco-urban atmosphere, I figured there would be 
plenty o f opportunity to see sustainable living in ac­
tion. I was caught a bit o ff guard, though, when both 
a professor and a new friend to ld me they d idn 't 
like the whole "sustainability th ing."
"Well, what does that mean?" they both asked. 
"It just sort o f hangs there. It's this word that people
throw around to mean all sorts o f things." So I fig­
ured I'd investigate, but this time, I'd pay closer 
attention to how and where the word is used. It 
d idn 't take too long to see that this word really was 
floating around like a week-old, limp helium balloon.
What I discovered in sociology journals, envi­
ronmental magazines, and in conversations with a 
slew o f people, is that the words "sustainable" and 
"sustainability" are used to talk about all kinds o f 
ideas. Some uses are related to localized environ­
mental concerns while others address social justice, 
global ecology, and economic reform. Suddenly my
simple peanut butter 
sandw ich  was no 
longer just a quick and 
healthy lunch. Now  it 
was one  o f  severa l 
choices lost in a hip, 
new bagel shop full o f 
every kind o f sandwich 
imaginable, and then 
some. But i was able 
to separate the con ­
text o f the words three 
different ways based on 
ideas they encompass. 
O n  one panel o f the 
menu board, "sustain­
a b le "  is used to  
d e sc r ib e  p a r t ic u la r  
actions which can be 
performed by a single 
person o r a group o f 
individuals. Sustainable 
development, fo r ex­
ample, describes ways 
in which you or I can 
build our homes or other small buildings.
Elsewhere on the menu board, "sustainable" is 
used to explain ways in which larger systems, like 
markets or communities, should ideally work to in­
sure a varie ty  o f social benefits. A  sustainable 
economy, for instance, doesn't deplete natural re­
sources faster than they can be replenished and 
doesn't create more waste than the natural world 
can absorb.
A nd  then, somewhere else there is "sustain­
ability," which describes a goal or objective, usually 
pertaining to resource management o r social equity, 
often on a national, international or global scale.
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So why the quixotic term? 
jargon for jargon's sake?
"Sustainable" and "sustainability" first got 
widespread attention in environmental literature in 
the late 1970s. A t  the time, writers were attempt­
ing to incorporate rights o f women, different ethnic 
groups, and the urban poor into the discussion of 
allocation and utilization o f resources. The idea was 
to do it in a way that inspired individuals to act as 
an integral part o f the solution, ideas split from 
here though, as different people saw different ways 
to address the issues and problems. Some thought 
that personal lifestyle changes were the most effec­
tive means o f change, while others saw changes on 
national or global levels to be our best bet.
A s ideas burgeoned, mutated, and traveled into 
other disciplines, they also held steadfast to their 
"sustainable" or "sustainability" labels. Now  we have 
"sustainable" and "sustainability" appearing all over 
the place. Sometimes we talk about organic farm­
ing, using tires to build houses, or trying to rid our 
cities o f cars as well as crime. O ther times there is
incessant discussion o f theoretical resource manage­
ment, social equity, or green economies, each often 
discussed in the context o f pseudo-conservationism 
or blanket socialism. Furthermore, no one in the 
discussion can agree on how lim ited our resources 
actually are, where along the free market/govern- 
ment regulation spectrum we need to work, or what 
the balance o f benevolence and selfishness needs to 
be. So why the quixotic term? jargon for jargon's 
sake?
I don 't want to criticize sustainable biosphere 
programs, urban sustainable community projects, 
self-professed sustainable farmers, or any notions o f 
sustainable economies. 1 like all these ideas and want 
to see them incorporated into our culture. And I 
don 't want to put my own ideas o f sustainable liv ­
ing or eating on a pedestal. However, 1 believe that 
any umbrella approach to changing the world into a 
better place has to have some unity. The labels "sus­
tainable" and "sustainability" have no universal con­
notations. We, with our various agendas, apply them 
where we w ill. How, then, do we find that unity 
among the methods, ideas, and ideals to which we 
affix those labels?
For me, the unity lies in finding what I like best 
in the bloated world o f "sustainability" and ignoring 
the rest. For sustainability to work, we have to be 
clear and separate about its parts. Since no one can 
do it all, I prefer direct actions, personal interac­
tions, and place-based collaborations as a mantra for 
living, i w ill do my part by making choices based on 
my needs and the needs o f my community and the 
surrounding ecosystems. By allowing a large institu­
tion to be responsible for determ ining what our 
environmental and societal problems are, and then 
letting it dictate ways to solve these problems, we 
have passed all sense of personal responsibility on 
to someone or something else. A lthough helpful 
and absolutely necessary at times to address big- 
picture issues, sometimes it's O K  to work with the 
little issues, like how we eat or how we get to school 
or work each day.
It's how we get to make our own sandwich 
and eat it too.
Dan B erger is an environm ental studies grad student at the 
U niversity o f M ontana. H e often lets his nine-grain bread 
get stale or moldy before he rem em bers to eat it.
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Rocky Mountain High?
by Mary Anne Peine
Music is tied to places. That high lonesome sound o f bluegrass emerged from the dark hollows 
and deep coves where I spent my Tennessee ch ild ­
hood. jazz is rooted in bayou swamps and delta mud, 
in sweltering days and the cool re lie f o f summer 
nights. But as a newcomer to the northern Rockies, 
I often wonder at the appar­
ent absence o f popular, re­
gional music. Where are the 
songs about grizzlies and gla­
ciers, about mountains and 
marmots? What is the sound 
o f this place?
G ro w in g  up in the 
Appalachian mountains o f 
east Tennessee, I was sur­
rounded by music. Blue- 
grass, old time, blues, and 
gospe l a ll s trugg led  fo r  
elbowroom with the behe­
moth that is new country, 
while teenagers fed the ir 
angst w ith  the  d r iv in g  
rhythms o f southern rock.
Granted, I was o f the M T V  
generation, and these re­
gional sounds were often 
overw he lm ed by the ca­
cophony of all-American ra­
dio fodder. But my home 
town's quaint little h illb illy  
beginnings formed the bed­
ro ck  o f  a b i l l io n - d o l la r  
tourism  industry, and we 
celebrated the hell out o f 
our local music.
I lived in the southern Appalachians until i 
was twenty-four, when I moved to M issoula. Since 
then, I have been looking for songs. I started with 
much grander ambitions, looking fo r a sound, a 
style o f music unique to the region. N o t  having 
much luck, I scaled back to try  and find ind ividual 
giants like a B ill M onroe o r Robert Johnson o f the 
Rockies. Strike two. So now, I am just looking 
for songs — songs that m ention Montana o r W yo­
ming or Idaho, songs about the lives and land o f 
this region. A nd  I have found a few. But on ly  a 
few.
This is not to say, o f course, that the Rockies
is a region w ithout music o f any sort. Bluegrass 
festivals abound, inc lud ing  one o f the most star- 
studded in the nation, held each summer in Tellu- 
ride, Co lo rado . The region is blessed w ith ex­
trem ely talented contem porary singer-songwriters 
as well as trad itiona l, indigenous music. But is
there a particu la r musical 
s ty le ,  b e s id e s  N a t iv e  
Am erican , that orig inated 
here and is t ie d  to  th is  
place? If there is, I haven't 
found it yet.
1 find  this espec ia lly  
perp lexing because the dra­
m atic geography so lends 
itse lf to artistic inspiration. 
A lm o s t  2 0 0  years ago, 
Thomas M oran 's expansive 
landscape paintings o f the 
Rockies revolutionized the 
visual arts and forever a l­
tered A m e rica 's  emerging 
sense o f national identity. 
The region is a magnet for 
w r ite r s  and p o e ts  w ho  
have he lped to create an 
endem ic literature o f place. 
Filmmakers have flocked to 
the Rockies as well, te lling  
stories o f trout streams and 
horse w h isperers, sto ries 
tha t are often  in t im a te ly  
c o n n e c te d  to  the  la n d . 
A n d  in all fairness, there 
have been many songs w rit­
ten abou t the region. Perhaps the most fam iliar is 
John Denver's "R ocky  M ounta in  H igh ," a song 
about a man who was "bo rn  in the summer o f his 
twenty-seventh year" somewhere in the Co lo rado 
Rockies. But these songs fit  in to  existing genres, 
and are not born o f a singular sound that ema­
nated from  the G reat D ivide, the Great Burn, and 
the G reat Salt Lake.
A n  argument cou ld be made that, since many 
genres o f popu lar Am erican  music were born in 
the South, this lack o f a regional sound is not unique 
to the Rockies. But o ther parts o f the West offer 
e v id ence  to  the  con tra ry . The  breezy, sun ­
drenched, carefree sounds o f beach music evolved
Photo by Tiffany Brown
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on the Ca lifo rn ia  coast, 
the land o f su rfboards 
and end less sum m ers.
The Beach Boys, who 
wished that all the ladies 
o f the nation "cou ld  be 
Ca lifo rn ia  g irls ," are cer­
ta in ly  one o f the most 
im portant and influential 
bands in the h istory o f 
m odern  A m e rican  m u­
sic. Later, the rainy, gray 
s tre e ts  o f  the  P a c if ic  
N orthw est gave rise to 
the dark and aggressive 
sounds o f grunge. The 
band N irvana  encapsu­
lated the sentiments o f a 
d isen chan ted , fla n n e l- 
wearing generation w ith 
the title  o f the ir h it al­
bum, "N eve rm ind ."  In the Southwest, Mexican 
music has blended w ith country and rock to cre­
ate a unique regional style popularized by such 
down-hom e troubadours as W illie  N e lson  and 
Waylon Jennings. A n d  still, the Rocky M ounta in  
region is w ithout a sound o f its own.
If one type o f music were to serve as a re­
gional genre, I suppose it would be western mu­
sic, o r cowboy music. I agree that the slow, lop ­
ing melodies and w ide-open spaces that inspire 
the lyrics are unique to the West. But i would 
argue that the scope o f the music is too broad to 
be considered a regional, Rocky M ounta in  sound. 
The Sons o f the Pioneers could have been rid ing 
" to  the ridge where the west commences" in W yo­
ming, but the ir songs are just as fitting  in east
Although it would 
probably inspire a long 
series of angry 
letters to the editor 
should this idea ever go 
far, perhaps John 
Denver’s ballad is a fit­
ting anthem for the 
Rockies after all.
Texas, southern A rizona, o r the Dakotas. W hile 
singing o f "land , lots o f land, under starry skies 
above" easily invokes big sky country, there aren 't 
many "tum b ling  tumbleweeds" in western M o n ­
tana.
I have begun to wonder if  the lack o f regional 
music is, in fact, a function o f the place itself. A l ­
though it would probably inspire a long series o f 
angry letters to the ed ito r should this idea ever 
go far, perhaps John Denver's ballad is a fitting  
anthem for the Rockies after all. In a rapid ly grow­
ing region where people are drawn by stunning 
scenery and vast expanses o f public land, perhaps 
"com ing home to a place [you've] never been be­
fore" is a fairly common experience. A n d  although 
we are recent immigrants ourselves, we curse at­
tempts to " try  and tear the mountains down to 
bring in a couple more /  more people, more scars 
upon the land ." We are fusing new lyrics w ith fa­
m iliar melodies as we struggle to understand what 
it means to be o f this place. We are on ly  begin­
ning to write ou r songs.
Perhaps a unique regional sound is still to 
come in the Rocky Mountains. Perhaps the in flux 
o f non-natives in to the region is so recent, rela­
tive ly speaking, that we newcomers haven't had 
an adequate opportun ity  to let this landscape sift 
through our bones and filte r out through our gui­
tars. Perhaps the future B ill M onroe o f the Rock­
ies is wandering the hills today, putting together 
the foundation o f a type o f music that w ill change 
everything. I hope so. I can 't wait to  hear it.
Mary Anne Peine is a singer, songwriter, guitar picker, and 
graduate student in Environmental Studies at the University of 
Montana.
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Henri Poincare, in an essay called "Mathematical Creation," from his book Founda­tions o f Science, points out that an inborn facility with numbers has little to do with math­
ematical creativity. Duke Ellington brought a lot more than a good ear to his music. What really 
counts is an ability to make fruitful connections between otherwise unlinked elements through the 
use of tools like resemblances, parallels, analogies, and metaphors.
This is true in all arts, and it is an ability which to some considerable degree can be learned. First 
it's necessary to understand some traditional attitudes and usages, to know all you can about the 
elements of your medium. They must be internalized, and the principles of their use practiced and 
mastered.
Then it's useful to take a close analytical look at ways other artists have gotten the work done, 
how they went about the process of searching out significant combinations, how they learned to ask the 
right questions, how they became creative and not just skilled. It's a slow process which may or may 
not come to fruition in moments of revelation. The light sometimes goes on.
Poincare tells of coming to an important discovery after fifteen sleepless nights. He gave up and 
headed out on a geological field trip. "At the moment I put my foot on the step [of the bus] the idea 
came to me, without anything in my former thoughts seeming to have paved the way for i t "
The solution had come in what are traditional stages. Work, and blockage, and insight. Richard 
Hugo used to say, "Poets spend their careers preparing to get lucky two or three times and write 
two or three good poems." William Gass has written o f the same process: initial talent, life 
preparation, focus, failure, distraction, and revelation. It usually takes a while; some see it through, 
others give up. Ken Kesey said that the main reason he had any success as a writer was his 
inability to do anything else; he couldn't quit. Eventually he wrote One Flew Over the Cuckoo's 
Nest. Do the work, and relax, there's no hurry. "Try to remember," my best teacher, Richard 
Yates, once told me, "it's not a foot race."
Which is a long-winded way of getting around to the pleasures of spending a short week with a 
group of environmental essayists at the Teller Wildlife Refuge last summer. The people there were 
prepared and continuing to prepare. We read and we talked, and we took ourselves semi-seriousiy and 
laughed at our frustrations. We walked in the fields, we watched owls and went fishing. We played, 
which is the best way of courting times when the conjunctions line up. We tried to remember that our 
purpose is testimony to the continued hard work and good faith of all the people who were there. May 
their lights go on, and on, and on again. It would be a sweet deal for everybody. An  endless set of gifts. 
Like, for me, my time at Teller.
8 Camas Fall/Winter 1999
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F e a t u r e
Doing the Honey Lake
by Clara Weygandt
The first of our Teller essays docu­
ments a botanist's fascination with a 
strange yet beautiful landscape east o f 
the Sierras. A  field naturalist by 
trade, Clara Weygandt has spent the 
past four summers monitoring the 
revegetation o f plants along the 
Mindanao pipeline. Before realizing her 
true fascination with botany, she 
tracked spotted owls, monitored 
marbled murrelets, and re-introduced 
peregrine falcons into the wild. She 
has published articles on marine ani­
mals as well as poetry in various small 
publications. Clara lives in 
Santa Cruz, California.
I'd  been hearing about the Honey Lake and John for weeks. It was my first year as a botany tech, and I was 
working mainly in the Long Valley north o f Reno. A t  the 
morning meeting, Eric—one of the botanists—would men­
tion that he was going to the Honey Lake to survey the 
dunes, and at dinner, he'd show up exhausted, and or­
der a beer and an entire pitcher o f ice water.
"So what's so difficult about the Honey Lake?" I 
asked him.
"It's hot. And  weird. And big. Big and hot and 
weird," he replied.
That didn't quite answer my question, but the other 
people on the project said pretty much the same thing. 
I'd see rigs in the motel parking lot completely covered 
in a soft, fine, silty dust, and I'd know they'd been in the 
Honey Lake. I just hoped 1 could avoid it.
I was also hoping to avoid John, the brilliant and 
eccentric botanist who consulted for the firm that em­
ployed me. His plant identification skills bordered on 
the unbelievable, and this saved so much time he was 
worth his weight in gold. But everyone said that he was 
"d ifficu lt" to work with. So I was more than a little
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A t the second explosion I  looked 
north, and righ t at the end o f the 
road were two blast clouds, 
mushrooming up o ff the side o f a 
h ill. A s I  stared, a fireball 
silently bloomed, and a fraction o f a 
second la ter I  heard and fe lt the 
blast. BO O M !
intimidated when the field manager informed me that 
the next day I would be going to the Honey Lake to map 
rare plant populations with John.
Early afternoon found us mapping Camissonia 
contorta, a tiny, yellow, flowering annual that blooms in 
the improbably hot and clay-filled soil in a part o f the 
valley. It grew all along a straight three-mile stretch o f 
road that parallels the east fence o f the Sierra A rm y 
Depot. Even though the Honey Lake was how everyone 
had described it— "big and hot and weird" and "take 
plenty of water"— I didn't feel too badly.
We worked just outside the A rm y's land. Signs 
along the chain link fence every 200  feet or so reminded 
us o f this fact. John was swiftly striding along, readily 
spotting the tiny plants, and poking in pin flags to mark 
each population, i could see him far ahead o f me, his 
rangy form was as straight as a pole among the shrubs. 
He stopped suddenly to bend down and scrutinize some 
aspect o f a plant, peered at it over the tops o f his glasses, 
and then tossed it aside with a muttered exclamation 
and resumed his search— impatient with anything that 
had to do with mapping. But aside from his impatience, 
he wasn't any more eccentric than other people I'd 
worked with before. We'd agreed that I would drive along 
the road behind him, stop wherever he'd marked a 
population, and do the painstaking and slow process o f 
mapping that he so detested. I'd been doing that for the 
past three weeks in a more familiar landscape o f sage­
brush, juniper, and lupine, not camissonia. Even though 
I didn't know what the big green bushes with the hidden, 
sharp spines were, I felt I was doing a decent job.
That's how things stood when the first bomb went 
off. John was about a quarter mile ahead, and I was at 
the rig, fishing around in my pack for a bagel. It looked 
like John wasn't going to stop, so I figured I'd eat when 
1 could. I'd just closed my fingers around what I hoped 
was not a roll o f flagging tape when BOO M !! rocked the 
Pathfinder. Ohmygod! I thought, backing away from 
the car, we've wandered onto army land, and they're 
doing war games and don't know we're here. BO O M !! 
A t  the second explosion I looked north, and right at the 
end of the road were two blast clouds, mushrooming up 
off the side o f a hill. A s I stared, a fireball silently 
bloomed, and a fraction o f a second later 1 heard and
felt the blast. BO O M ! M y  heart was beating hard, and 
I looked over at the fence again. This made no sense. 
There were no warning signs as we drove in, and the 
bombs were all on the hill, which looked to be outside 
the base, but what did I know? There weren't any planes 
in the sky, and BO O M !!! all the explosions seemed to 
be concentrated in that one area. Maybe we had wan­
dered into Nevada, the border ran through this valley 
somewhere, and weren't there test sites— BO O M ! once 
more. And then ... nothing else. Smoke roiled up and 
dissipated. I stood there in the brilliant dry light, my 
stomach feeling like jelly.
It seemed that what had just happened was ab­
sorbed into the heat, the air, and the vastness in the 
middle o f this big frying pan o f a place. I waited and 
watched until all the 
smoke had d iss i­
pated. The hillside 
was silent, just an­
other dusty gray ex­
panse. John was 
nowhere to be seen.
M y heart slowed to 
its normal pace, and 
I realized, despite 
the adrenaline rush, 
that I was still hun­
gry. Just because 
there were bombs 
d id n 't  mean I 
couldn't have lunch.
J I hat was my in- 
1 troduction  to 
the Honey Lake.
S ince  then , I 've  
been back at least 
20  times— navigat­
ing the entire area 
and mapping rare 
plant populations.
I've also learned 
that one o f the primary functions o f the Sierra A rm y 
Depot, located at the western edge o f the valley, is to 
blow up old unstable munitions on the side o f the hill. 
There is evidently an inexhaustible supply o f ordinance 
because they do it every weekday afternoon.
I work at the Honey Lake for an environmental 
consulting firm, which monitors the revegetation o f a 
pipeline that was constructed in 1995. The agreement 
between the federal and state agencies and Mindanao, 
the company that built this pipeline to carry natural gas 
down from Canada, is that a set percentage of the plants 
will return in five years. O ur job is to track the rate of 
plant recovery. The monitoring is fairly straightforward. 
We sample meter-square plots at randomly selected sites
Photo by Mark Oatncy
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along a transect. The transect runs perpendicular to the 
pipeline and defines the area that we use for data collec­
tion, which consists o f all the species o f plants growing 
in our plots and how much area they cover. To tell how 
well the plants are recovering, we compare the distur­
bance of the pipeline with the "undisturbed" vegetation 
on either side. The pipeline looks like someone with a 
huge mower came through and cut all the plants much 
shorter than the vegetation around it. What actually 
happened was that Mindanao dug a trench to enclose 
the pipe, creating a disturbance 9 0  feet wide and 229  
miles long. Think o f it as an operation. Each year we 
return and examine the scar.
Today, Eric and I drive the road along the pipeline, 
a steep downgrade into the blazing alkali plain o f the
Honey Lake Valley, 
which is ringed by 
the Dogskin, Fort 
Sage and Sked- 
dadie mountains. 
To the initiated, the 
H oney  Lake is 
where the plants re­
ally change; every­
thing is a little off, a 
little  twisted. A l ­
most everyone on 
the crew wants to 
get through the 
Honey Lake as fast 
as possible, mainly 
because o f the heat 
and the extraordi­
nary length o f time 
it takes to get any­
where. A n  addi­
tional complication 
is that some o f the 
su rvey ing  takes 
place on private 
land. According to 
Mindanao, as long 
as we are on the pipeline itself, we're legally okay. The 
comparison plots, the fifty feet on either side, are a gray 
area.
Eric and I have just finished our transect when this 
beat-to-heli, tan Toyota truck with a white shell advertis­
ing a well-drilling and plumbing business pulls up and 
stops. This is an invitation to talk, the Honey Lake equiva­
lent to a phone call.
"D o  you want to take it or should I?" I ask.
"You do it. M ight go better for you." Eric ac­
knowledges the fact that I'm more likely to be treated 
with old-fashioned, cowboy courtesy. Nonetheless, I ap­
proach cautiously. The man inside is in his late 30s, 
early 40s. He's wearing a ripped-up T-shirt with
"Harrah's C lub" written in soft pastel rainbow letters. I 
notice there is a .38 in a holster at his waist and a N R A  
baseball cap on his short, sandy hair.
"What ya doin' out here?" the man asks, not mean, 
but not friendly either.
"We're with the pipeline company," I reply. "We're 
doing plant surveys, seeing how well the plants are com­
ing back. We've just finished here."
"Well, that's good," he scratches his forehead with 
a stained thumbnail. "G lad that pipeline has you out 
here looking at these plants. I was a little suspicious of 
you at first, we get all sorts of weird people up here."
A t  this point, Eric comes up, and I introduce him 
and myself.
"Blake," the man says. "N e il Blake. I live over in 
that trailer, the one with the willows by it up there." He 
twists around in his seat and points behind him, and I 
straighten up and look about half a mile back at the roof 
of a white trailer with a willow by the door, both almost 
completely hidden by the sagebrush.
"Yeah, I live out here, I don't own this land we're 
on, but I watch out for it when the owner is gone. He's 
gone now, went down to Reno for parts, and to visit his 
family. There have been some bad people coming out 
here, making drugs, that meth... methamphetamine stuff. 
Bad people. They just come out here, act like it's theirs 
... make their drugs. We don't like it, us that live out 
here. So we're all on the lookout. But you folks are 
okay. I like that the company is looking after the plants, 
they should put back what they ripped up." He gestures 
out his window at the sagebrush, the open alkaline ex­
panse o f the playa, and the deep-shadow purple o f the 
Fort Sage mountains to the west. "It sure is pretty out 
here." This surprises me. Somehow I d idn 't think he 
would notice, but I agree with him. It's not for every­
one, but it's beautiful.
The Honey Lake Valley is not what is ordinarily 
deemed an extraordinary landscape. It's one more scrap 
of desert—of which we apparently have plenty— similar 
to the desert o f the Nevada test sites, useless for any­
thing like agriculture or ranching. In fact, its main use is 
for blowing up old munitions. If I had to pick one word 
to describe the Honey Lake Valley, it would be paradoxi­
cal. From a botanist's point of view, diversity drops 
sharply—we have 
about ten less spe­
cies per plot than 
at any other place 
on the pipeline.
Plants that can 
survive are limited 
to a few families— 
those that have 
spe c if ica lly  ev­
o lved  to take 
a d v a n ta g e  o f
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marginal conditions. And that's where the paradox oc­
curs. Within the limitations o f what is possible for a 
plant there is great variation, but it is subtle. It takes 
repeated exposure and patience to really see it. In some 
places, four different species o f shrubs cluster; the leaf 
shapes, colors, and textures blend as if placed by a mas­
ter gardener. But this is desert, where few people come.
I always think of the Honey Lake as a center. This 
doesn't make perfect sense though. The Honey Lake is 
only about one-third o f the way up the entire pipeline, 
and no one ever admits to being 
excited to be there. But it is spoken 
of with a sort o f awe, the way that 
you speak about a particularly gru­
eling hiking trail or bad area in a 
city. It's a place to get past. Yet 
everything on the project is referred 
to as before or after the Honey 
Lake. So by its very difficulty, it be­
comes our unconscious focus—the 
way a difficult run in a piece o f mu­
sic defines your technical ability or 
the way a careful sequence of moves 
unlocks the secret o f a challenging 
climb. The Honey Lake demands 
more.
O u t here, everything has 
spines. In some places the shrubs 
grow together in a clump, a cluster 
of plants around who knows what 
nodule o f good soil in the middle of 
a fiat playa o f salty clay pan. A ll 
the plants have small leaves, lim it­
ing the amount o f water they lose.
Resources are precious, and there­
fore guarded and preserved. The 
people who live here seem to mimic 
the plants. Houses and trailers are 
all separated by large expanses o f 
greasewood playa, ringed by barbed 
wire fences, hedges o f rusted cars 
and farm machinery 10 to 15 feet 
high, and gates with a hand-painted 
sign sporting words of warning—my 
favorite, a black widow over the cau­
tion: "The Widows Web. Trespass­
ers W ill Be Violated."
Eric walks back toward the 
transect, gathers our gear and begins stowing it in the 
back of the rig. There's not much for him to hear, and 
I'm taking up all the space at the passenger window. 
Usually when we encounter locals, one o f us talks, and 
the other keeps working, as often it's a prolonged con­
versation. Neil must not have talked to anyone for days. 
Then I realize that he might be able to tell me about the 
house with the Easter egg. He pauses for breath, and I
see my chance.
"Hey, do you know that house, that one down 
there," I wave a hand to the north, "that has an orange 
Easter egg thing on the top? Do you know what that is?" 
Eric and I had driven by it the day before, a white clap­
board house, plain, ordinary, with what looked like a 
giant Easter egg on top. If there had been rusty cars, 
maybe some metal sculptures, a fence with cutouts, or 
anything that remotely spoke of creativity, I might have 
thought it was a sculpture, but this house was completely 
devoid of creative expression— ex­
cept for the egg.
"That's joe Thompson. It's 
his hot water heater. He's got this 
thing about his hot water heater, he 
put it up there, and insulated it with 
all this orange industrial foam. I 
think he got the foam from a buddy 
o f his down in Reno. He just hauled 
it up there, what, three years ago I 
think. He thinks that's the best 
place for it, up there, but I don't 
think so. I've got mine in my trailer. 
O ld joe says the water heater soaks 
up solar rays, but I don't believe it. 
1 think the wind must cool it o ff as 
much as it soaks up. Besides, when 
he has to make repairs, he's got to 
go up on the roof. It's a pain in 
the ass. I'd never have my water 
heater on my roof, but you know 
joe ," Neil leans forward to confide 
in me, "he's a little crazy."
The Honey Lake is filled with 
silt and clay on the west edge of the 
valley, a receding remnant o f when 
the entire plain was filled with wa­
ter. Now, it's only a fraction o f the 
whole, sliding into the clay pan and 
flats around it with a golden-brown, 
soft sheen. The lake itself is flat, 
brown, and shallow and does in fact 
look like honey. A ll vegetation is 
low, and you can see houses and 
trees from miles away. Every after­
noon, crickets sing, and the sound 
is an audio reflection o f the heat 
waves shimmering over the white 
soil. Once, when I was walking past two cottonwoods, 
the only trees for miles, the leaves in the wind sounded 
like a stream. But there are no streams in the Honey 
Lake Valley. A ll water comes from wells, or is hauled in 
plastic barrels on the backs of pick-ups, tractors, ATVs, 
or the occasional 1956 Cadillac. Harsh you might say. 
Perhaps, but also necessary.
It's early afternoon when we get to the first two
In  som 
places| four 
different 
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Every afternoon, crickets sing, and the sound is an audio reflection o f 
the heat waves shimmering over the white soil.
dune transects. It's sensitive habitat and surveying it is 
important. There's not as much salt in the sand, and 
because of this, dune plants are often low growing with 
tiny, colorful flowers. O u r transects are close together, 
about 200  feet apart. There is a horse grazing near the 
right of way, a brown mare with a white star on her 
forehead. She looks at us as we walk out to the first 
transect, Eric pacing the distance. When we get too 
close, she turns and runs off, but then stops and contin­
ues watching us. A  rare afternoon breeze blows her tail 
across her flanks. Her dusty, brown coat is the same 
tone as the hop sage and sagebrush. She's not wild. 
Her hooves are shod, and she seems used to the pres­
ence of people.
Eric runs the tape out into the comparison and 
stakes down the 
end, while i hold 
the rest o f the 
spool at the edge 
o f the pipeline.
When he's done,
I walk it out to the 
other side. Eric 
is crouched over 
the first plot, data 
sheet in hand, by 
the time I am se­
curing the tape 
on my end using 
the time-honored 
technique of wrap­
ping it around the 
top branches of a 
greasewood.
I walk back
to the pile o f gear and get the meter-long shrub stick. I 
hold it so that the middle lines up with the transect tape, 
and count all the shrubs within a meter o f the tape. If 
there's a question, I lower the stick and measure. Most 
of the time, it's obvious. Here, there are mainly grease- 
wood, atripiex, and rabbitbrush. 1 count for a few feet 
and then write in my note pad. Count, write, count, 
write, making my slow way along the 200  feet or so of 
transect. When I'm finished, I'll record data for Eric.
The horse puts her head down and grazes. 1 focus 
on shrubs. A  few young rabbitbrush are coming up on 
the pipeline. Good. A ll sorts o f small dune plants are 
here as well. There's the startling, colorful monkey 
flower, Mim ulus bicolor, which is cotton candy pink 
above and sun yellow below. The lovely Tiquilia nutallii, 
a prostrate plant whose shape silhouetted against the
light sand reminds me o f the intricate lattice work o f a 
Moorish castle. The name is infinitely memorable — all 
you've got to do is think about tequila shots and you're 
there. In keeping with our afternoon companion, there's 
horse brush — three different species: Tetradymia spinosa 
(spines) glabrata, (smooth) and canescens, (white color 
due to soft white hairs).
Often plant names are descriptive o f a plant char­
acteristic or function. They are a reference to how and 
where they grow, like saltbush, (a trip iex genus), which 
grows in salty or alkaline soils, or pickle weed, which 
grows in salty soils, and whose leaves resemble small 
pickles. A t  least 50 percent of why I love botany is the 
words. It's an entire language, its basis in Greek and 
Latin roots, with occasional forays into other languages.
Take the Latin ge- 
nus name fo r 
winterfat, for ex­
ample. It's ache- 
nopod, a small 
shrub filled with 
nutrients, which 
p rovides good 
winter feed for 
cattle, hence the 
common name. 
The Latin words are 
often improbable: 
Krascheninnikovia 
lanata , named 




raises her head 
again, curious, watching us as we go about our obscure 
business. When Eric and I are both at the far side of the 
transect, she circles wide around us, with a delicate and 
elegant gait, to the beginning of the tape. Extending her 
neck, she gently sniffs the tape moving in the breeze. 
She then walks carefully to our pile of gear, smells it, 
and lips my pack.
"H ey!" I say. I'm startled that she can actually lip 
the pack. I've begun to think of her as ethereal during 
the past hour o f her quiet, equine presence—her mane 
blowing into her eyes like a woman's hair. I feel blessed, 
privileged in some way. But I don't want her chewing 
my pack either. She looks up and backs away but stays 
close, watching as we bend again to our work. Only one 
more plot to go.
Continued on page 31
Photo by Dan Berger
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Sn a p s h o t
Bull-O-Rama
by Tiffany Trent
It's opening night at the Western Montana State Fair.Everybody's duded up—slick, black boots click on the 
pavement. Women prance in Wranglers as though they've 
been poured into them. Their makeup glows preter- 
naturally in the twilight. M y  friend and i are here to 
sample the smorgasbord o f fair food and to see the Bull- 
o-Rama. We ignore the fried cheese curds and the Norse 
food stand, where the servers wear plastic V iking hel­
mets. i particularly crave brauts, slathered in sweet hot 
mustard and ruffled with sauerkraut.
When we enter the stands, fifteen minutes before 
the show starts, the beer fumes are as thick as the smell 
of gasoline at a filling station. We sit behind two couples 
who have brought their own crate o f beer and who are 
fanning themselves in the sour heat. As if the August 
temperature isn't enough, the press o f bodies makes even 
us bystanders nervous.
A  young lady, resplendent in fringed, kid gloves, 
rides around the ring on a quarter horse as buxom as 
herself. ]ohnny Cash speaks over the P.A. system. Heads 
turn, searching for that tall, craggy profile, until we real­
ize his voice is a recording. He talks about America, 
about the flag, which ripples sharply behind the rodeo 
queen's saddle. He tells us everything that flag repre­
sents until our neighbors stand up in the narrow seats 
and shout, hooting and hollering about this great nation 
o f which we are all a part. Their beer-reddened faces
drown out Mr. Cash in a roaring wave of approbation.
Soon the real show begins. M y  friend and I lean 
forward in our seats because the PA system comes and 
goes, and the announcer can never seem to get in sync 
with which gate is going to open next. There is a 
hunkering-down, an expectation that makes us clench 
the edges o f our seats as though we too have our knees 
clasped around 200 0  pounds o f angry bovine muscle. 
The release births a collective scream, a primal urge that 
uproots us.
The bull barrels out o f the chute, thrusting his body 
in tight circles. The cowboy on his back flails like a 
straw dummy, his hips loose, sliding to and fro over the 
surging hump. His free hand shimmies in the air, an 
enigmatic gesture, almost as though he is inviting the 
whole crowd to get up and dance with him. The rodeo 
clowns all race around like trapped mice. A  lucky bull- 
rider stays on until the bell only he can hear rings. Then 
he slips o ff gracefully, trying to keep his feet on his nar­
row-heeled boots. A  less fortunate fellow tumbles off, 
right under the bull's forefeet, grazing the points o f the 
bull's horns.
And  we, so civilized, having thought ourselves be­
yond all this, find ourselves screaming as loud as the 
patriotic men and women around us.
Recently converted to rodeo, Tiffany Trent is a graduate student 
at the University of Montana.
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Wild Horse, Dead Horse & Crazy Woman Creeks
by Ken White
The piebald mare ate a whole grain bag 
of Texaco stars, skittered sideways 
until she belched oil enough to keep 
the smoke of her hooves down.
She strip mined her knees trying 
to savage the tips of her own mane 
but they kept rushing away.
A t the edge of the muddy bootlace 
a dun lay dusty, bloated 
as a Ringling Bros, circus tent 
with its poles kicked out.
When the men arrived with timbers 
they poked it with a branch until it sighed 
from a grin between the ribs.
They felt bad then built the bridge.
The woman tried to hide in the saddle bags 
she stitched for him. Discovered, she drank 
only creek water for nine days 
while his track washed away.
She strapped her baby to her back
with a ragged sash and tried to suckle
every coyote she could run down,
which was one; it had been drowned in the sack.
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F e a t u r e
The Cordillera in Landscapes and Stories
by M ichael Kustudia
The second of our featured 
Teller essays is adapted from a 
larger work on political ecology 
in the Cordillera Central. 
Michael Kustudia spent two 
years (1991-1993) in the 
Dominican Republic as a Peace 
Corps volunteer. He is a 1997 
graduate of the University of 
Montana's Environmental 
Studies program and currently 
works in the Sustainable 
Communities Program of the 
National Center for 
Appropriate Technology. He 
lives in Missoula, Montana.
N ovem ber 1995
My ascent into the Cordillera Central o f the Do­minican Republic begins roughly 500  feet above 
sea level at a junction on Autopista Duarte, about a 
mile outside the burgeoning city of La Vega. This high­
way, first built during the American military occupa­
tion 75 years ago, crosses the fertile Cibao Valley 
and connects the capital Santo Domingo to Santiago, 
the nation's second largest city. A t  the crossroads 
sits a large free-trade zone industrial park, a zona franca. 
Here, a predominantly young and female work force 
sews and assembles goods for multinational corpora­
tions, like Timberland and Ralph Lauren, and for North 
American consumers like you and me. In the zona 
francas, unions are suppressed, wages low, benefits non­
existent, and working conditions poor. This is yet 
another end o f economic globalization.
A rrive here at the end o f shift and you will be 
hard pressed to catch a gua-gua, the generic name 
used for public transport. But with luck, or a little 
assertiveness, you might catch a minivan making the 
half-hour trip to the small city o f jarabacoa, the jump­
ing off point for the upper watershed o f the Rio Yaque 
del Norte, the highest in the country. The looming 
massif o f the Cordillera squarely occupies the center
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M uch can be learned about life in the Cordillera by listening to 
conversations in the back of a pickup while traveling upcountry.
o f the island o f Hispaniola, broadly straddling the 
border between the Dominican Republic and Haiti. 
A t  their tallest, these pinetop peaks surpass 10,000 
feet, and their slopes serve as the watershed for more 
than half a dozen o f the nation's most important riv­
ers. The curvature o f these peaks, the Caribbean's 
highest, evokes for me a strikingly familiar landscape, 
one like the gentler ranges 
of the Northern Rockies in 
western Montana.
From the junction, the 
road climbs steeply, and the 
minivan, with 15 passengers 
crammed inside, chugs re­
luctantly  upward through 
sparsely forested hills. A t  
roughly 1000  feet above 
sea level, the first pines ap­
pear and the road enters an 
undulating valley. The air 
here cools noticeably, a fact 
much appreciated by the 
affluent residents o f sultry 
San to  D om ingo  and 
Santiago. The ir summer 
homes and tourist cabanas conspicuously dot the ver­
dant landscape, Jarabacoa seems cleaner and more 
prosperous than most Dominican towns. Its fortunes 
were once tied to a boom in the timber industry, 
though today tourism and getaway homes bolster 
the local economy. The attraction here, aside from 
the cooler climate, is the nearby Arm ando Bermudez 
National Park, home o f Pico Duarte, the country's 
highest peak and the headwaters o f the Rio Yaque 
del Norte.
To reach these headwaters requires yet another 
gua-gua ride, this time in the back o f a small pickup 
truck. The trucks heading upcountry ail park outside 
a small tavern on the outskirts o f Jarabacoa. The street 
scene is frenetic. Music competes for dominance from 
all sides: the mournful twangy guitar o f bachata, the 
galloping rhythms o f merengue, and the syncopated 
urban Latino hip-hop. In the street, motores— Honda 
70s — race up and down hauling passengers across 
town. The sidewalks are crowded with women re­
turning from the open market, young boys seeking 
to shine shoes, street vendors, and the ever-present 
tlgueres, the savvy, unemployed men hanging out to 
hustle a little work or con a passing tourist.
Rural Dominican public transport leaves with no 
precious space wasted. A fte r several hours of wait­
ing, our Japanese king-cab pickup departs with five 
100 pound sacks o f chemical fertilizer, another 100 
pound sack of sugar, a 50  pound sack of corn, three 
bound and woebegone live chickens, 15 o f us in the 
back, and another half dozen passengers inside. In 
the bed of the pickup, we play Twister for our lives, 
groping for something or someone to hang onto.
Precariously perched on 
the sack of sugar, I fear the 
one sharp swerve that 
would send me face first 
into the tarmac. A n  old 
man in a felt hat smiles and 
says, "Q u e  D ios nos 
cu ide" — may God take 
care o f us — and I agree.
About a mile out of 
town we are flagged down 
by the transit police, offic­
ers w ithout vehicles but 
with white pith helmets 
and revolvers. We stop, 
they approach, pleasantries 
are exchanged, and a small 
b ribe  is passed. M o s t 
government officials, after all, are poorly paid, and 
thus unofficially encouraged to be creative in their 
livelihood strategies. W ithout the bribe, a broken 
headlight becomes a problem, or certain documents 
may need to be presented, o r the rid icu lous ly  
overcrowded truck suddenly becomes dangerous. 
Dealing with these things would cost time and money. 
Consider the bribe, then, a societal lubricant, one that 
ensures the smooth functioning of daily civil affairs. 
Campesinos, the people o f the countryside, patiently 
watch from their cramped passage and banter about 
the corruption that pervades their society.
Onward.
Much can be learned about life in the Cordillera 
by listening to conversations in the back o f a pickup 
traveling upcountry. These rides gather together folks 
from throughout the watershed, from the numerous 
little villages known as campos. Public transport, in 
some ways, serves as a civic forum for the expression 
o f views, and politics is often a topic of spirited dis­
cussion. For much of the last 35 years, the nation's 
nominally democratic politics have been dominated 
by forces loyal to Joaquin Balaguer, a former puppet 
president under the dictator Rafael Trujillo. In 1994, 
Balaguer, a blind octogenarian, was caught stealing an 
election from a popular leftist candidate, and was
Photo by Michael Kustudia
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forced into calling a new one. Talk often drifts from 
politics to news o f those who have recently returned 
from Nueva York, the name used to refer to the 
United States. The Dominican Republic is one of the 
poorest nations in the hemisphere, and of the roughly 
eight m illion Dominicans in the world, a m illion of 
them live on the eastern seaboard o f the United 
States. To go alia, over there, to the states, is the 
great desire of many rural Dominicans.
Vistas open as the truck labors its way up the 
mountain valley. The Yaque del Norte, like most o f 
the Cordillera, is rugged, straight-up-and-down kind 
of country. The river threads the narrow forested 
valley bottom, while the denuded peaks rise steeply 
in a topographic jumble. In the early evening light o f
November, most o f the hillsides appear a pastel pink 
from the inedible flowering heads o f the yaragua grass, 
an exotic forage introduced by a Spanish priest many 
decades ago. Elsewhere, the slopes look mangy with 
scrubby patches o f secondary growth dominated by 
pioneer species such as bracken fern and guava. The 
stark bare patches, cleared and burned for planting, 
are the conucos, the farmers' shifting cultivation plots. 
Higher up and even more scattered are the remain­
ing pockets o f pines and the broadleaf trees — the 
forests that the campesinos called m onteria  — that 
once covered these mountainsides.
U n til the m idd le o f the 20 th  century, the 
Hispanioian pine forests o f the Yaque del Norte  re­
mained largely intact. The region was first opened 
up by logging roads during the reign o f Rafael Leonidas 
Trujillo, the dictator who ruled and plundered the 
Dominican Republic from 1930  until his assassina­
tion in 1961 . U nder Trujillo  and a handful o f
families, many o f them from Santiago, the timber in­
dustry mushroomed from a small, decentralized af­
fair into a rapacious industry that mined the forests 
o f the Cordillera for nearly thirty years. Compound­
ing the damage done during the timber era, landless 
farmers and loggers took advantage o f the vastly ex­
panded road ne tw o rk  and began to  farm  
mountainsides previously too remote to reach. Be­
tween 1937  and 1967, two-thirds o f the nation's 
estimated 1.8 m illion acres of pinelands were lost to 
axes, fire and bulldozers. Today, the Yaque del Norte, 
by some estimates, retains only 20  percent of its origi­
nal forest cover.
The razing of the Cordilleran forests became so 
substantial that in 1967  Dominican president Joaquin
Ba laguer —■ T ru j il lo 's  
prot£g£ — used an execu­
tive decree to shut down 
the nation's sawmills. To 
ensure the efficacy o f the 
move, the nascent D o­
minican Forest Service was 
transferred to the army's 
authority. Nearly  th irty  
years after the closure of 
the mills, Balaguer's decree 
remains the nation 's de 
facto forest policy, which in 
effect prohibits the cutting 
of any tree — even on pri­
vate land —  without state 
permission.
Eventually, conversa­
tion  in the back o f the 
truck always comes around 
to agriculture — say the 
planting o f beans or the 
price o f viveres, the root crops that make up the Do­
minican food staple. But these days, in the upper 
Yaque del Norte you cannot talk about agriculture 
without talking about Foresta, the Dominican Forest 
Service. Voices rise and gestures become more ani­
mated when the talk turns to this agency. For small 
farmers o f the region, the pursuit o f their livelihood 
— their shifting cultivation known as conuquismo — 
has been effectively criminalized. Beginning in the 
early 1990 s , this agricu lture, so very basic to 
Dominican subsistence and rural culture, became po­
litical, almost an act o f resistance. O u t o f legitimate 
concern for the dwindling forests o f the Cordillera, 
the Foresta — backed by the Dominican army — 
adopted heavy-handed measures to protect what re­
mains. Campesinos were routinely jailed, not only for 
cutting trees, but for burning fields and, in some cases, 
just clearing weeds o ff their own land. The stories 
abound: A  recent returnee from Nueva York was
Photo by Michael Kustudia
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hauled o ff to Foresta's Plan P ilo to, an old Trujillo jail 
in Santo Domingo, for cutting seven small pines; a 
mayor and eight others were arrested for cutting 
poles to bring electricity to their mountain commu­
nity; a longtime Foresta employee spent nearly three 
weeks in jail after he lent, on orders from his supe­
rior, a saw to a campesino to cut down a dead tree to 
build a home.
These are just some of the 
stories you might hear as you 
begin the winding 25-m ile climb 
from Jarabacoa to road's end at 
La Cienaga. Campesinos know 
that the greater society holds 
them culpable for the damage 
done to the forests in the upper 
Yaque del Norte. During the U.S. 
m ilitary occupation in the 1920s,
American foresters were among 
the first to criticize campesino ag­
ricultural practices in the Cord il­
lera.
Sim ilarly, urban residents 
downriver in the city o f Santiago 
have long been concerned about 
campesino activities in the upper 
w a te rshed . In the 1 9 9 0 s ,
Santiago community groups is­
sued calls to more than double the 
size o f Arm ando Bermudez N a ­
tional Park in order to encompass 
the headwaters o f a dozen tribu­
taries o f the Yaque del Norte.
Early in 1995, president Joaquin 
Balaguer warned a Santiago-based 
watershed stakeholder junta that 
the nation's attempts to protect 
the watershed's forest would be 
in vain if  its inhabitants continued 
their traditional practices. Defor­
estation, he reminded the direc­
tors, is "a barbaric action that on 
occasions ought to be responded 
to with another barbaric action."
Elsewhere in the country, in the 
early 1990s, entire campesino 
communities were uprooted to make secure park 
boundaries.
Since the end o f the timber era, the campesino 
has been viewed as the chief agent o f deforestation 
in the Cordillera. This assessment, while perhaps apt 
in identifying proximate causes, stiii warrants some 
unpacking. Undeniably, much o f the forest conver­
sion in the region has come physically at the hands of 
the small farmers. But these practices do not occur 
in a social and political vacuum. In other words, they
have a history. Does blame for forest conversion in 
the Cordillera rest solely with the campesinos, or does 
deforestation merely reflect symptoms o f deeply 
rooted and seemingly intractable societal problems? 
And  more importantly, who gets to define the de­
bate and propose solutions?
These questions loom large over the daily lives 
o f the people in the Cordillera. Traditionally, urban 
elites have exerted far greater in­
fluence over contested landscapes 
than the rural residents of the re­
gion. Campesinos, while far from 
powerless, struggle from the mar­
gins to enter the debate, to tell 
their stories.
A  quiles rises early in the dark, and i 
# v h e a r  the murmur of his morn­
ing prayers. He passes through the 
room where I sleep, pausing to touch 
the statue of the Virgin Mary and make 
the sign of the cross. In the kitchen 
outside, I hear him start a Are, peel 
and chop cassava, beat an egg shake 
called ponche, and grind with a mor­
tar and pestle the beans for strong 
sweet coffee. It is the latter that rouses 
me from my bed. We leave the house 
shortly after daybreak and head up 
the valley from the village o f La 
Cotorra, the Spanish name for the in­
creasingly scarce Hispaniolan parrot. 
November mornings dawn clear in the 
Cordillera, though by afternoon, bil­
lowy clouds knot up, portending 
evening showers. Here in the upper 
Yaque del Norte it is time for prepar­
ing mountainside farms for planting 
red beans.
i first met Aquiles Jimenez 
three years earlier in 1992, when 1 
hiked with a friend across Armando 
Bermudez N a tiona l Park. He 
proved to be a genial guide, quick 
to smile and with a manner that 
exuded quiet competence. One of 
some 40 guides in the area, he came recommended by 
friends, who called him an hombre serio. In the Do­
minican campos, a serious man doesn't smoke, drink, 
swear, or abuse his animals. Aquiles guides as a means of 
augmenting his meager earning from agriculture. "You 
would fail," he says, on agriculture alone. "I've had a 
great experience, thanks to God. When I'm out in the 
mountains I feel quite pleased."
To get to Aquiles's conuco we pass through some 
o f the best agricultural land in the watershed. This
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flat, fertile land belongs not to the locals, but to a 
dozen or so families living in jarabacoa. To prevent 
local use, the landowners have fenced off their land, 
which is reserved instead as pasture for a few head of 
cattle. This fact does not escape the attention o f the 
campesinos, who have long had to farm the hillsides 
above the village.
"Walk around La Cotorra and you won't see a 
cassava plant anywhere on the flat land," says Aqulles. 
"Today this land has nothing growing but weeds, and 
produces nothing but a little grass."
Until the 1950s, though, much o f the land 
around La Cotorra and the Cordillera was communal, 
terenos comuneros. A  century ago Aqulles' ances­
tors, settlers known as the m onteros, used these 
forest commons to farm their conucos, to run their 
livestock and to hunt with hounds and daggers the 
feral pigs first brought by the Spanish. Landholding in 
the Cordillera first became concentrated during the 
Trujillo dictatorship. Today's system o f la tifund io - 
m inifundio — that o f a few large estates and many 
small farms — prevails in the Dominican Republic as 
it does throughout much o f the Americas. These 
inequities frustrate Aquiles.
"T he  governm ent can 't  give jobs to  a ll the 
farmers in this country." What it could do, he says, is 
buy unused lands in the region and redistribute them 
to the campesinos. "If the poor people could have 
30 or 40  tareas (four or five acres) o f flat land to
work and support themselves, they wouldn't be on 
the hills farming," he says.
To be sure, hillsides make for a less than ideal 
farm site. The soils supporting the mountain forests 
of the Cordillera are shallow and relatively infertile. 
Once exposed to the elements — the torrential rains 
and hurricane-force winds, and the intense Caribbean 
mountain sun — the topsoil begins to run downslope, 
leach out its nutrients, or bake into hard pan.
The sustainability o f shifting cultivation depends 
on the length o f the fallow period. Short, two to 
three year cultivations in small plots followed by 
long fallows o f 2 0  years or more, m imic natural dis­
turbances and allow substantial forest regeneration. 
In some places in the upper Yaque, pine stands now 
grow in the conucos o f the past. But it is bush or 
grass fallows that are most frequently seen in the 
Dominican Republic. These last as few as four years, 
with the fallow dominated by weeds, grasses, and 
maybe guava. Farmers forced to work grass fallows 
can somewhat augment their soil's meager fertility 
organically, or, as more often is the case, through the 
use o f chemical fertilizers and pesticides. These 
cycles o f cultivation and fallow continue until the 
soil becomes too exhausted or erodes away. The 
old conucos most often become poor pasture for 
the stringy cattle. In the upper Yaque del Norte, a 
common pattern was for absentee owners to allow 
campesinos to clear forest land for a crop cycle or
continued onpage 33






























P r o f i i M
On Authority:
a Conversation with Richard Manning
Bom in 1951, Richard Manning is 
the author of four books:
Stand, A  Good House, Grassland, 
and One Round River. Manning 
worked for fifteen years as a 
reporter, including time with the 
Missoulian as a science writer, 
before becoming a full time 
author. He also creates 
handmade guitars, furniture, and 
music. Manning lives with his 
wife Tracy and their 
Springer spaniel, Bo.
Richard Manning is expanding his house; he is creating a new perspective on his world. The 
rounded, concrete wails and sun-catching windows 
o f this addition nearly double its size, but the house 
remains under 2 0 0 0  square feet and continues to 
be one o f the most energy-efficient homes in the 
B itte rroot Valley. He showed me the unfinished 
rooms— his own study, a living room, a workshop, 
and a guest bedroom—with the eagerness o f some­
one who is often alone with his projects. Manning 
adm itted that he is rather attached to the large 
pines just outside his front windows, having w it­
nessed the ir growth for nine years now. Their roots 
symbolize a tangible, living matrix for his connec­
tion to  this place.
A s  an author, Richard Manning has also built 
an image o f authority that he cannot believe. He 
to ld  a story about a business card he once saw in a 
M ich igan laundromat. It was hanging by itself on a 
bulletin board fu ll o f ads fo r "fence builders and 
sheep for sale." The card read, "Thomas Gyles, 
philosopher, no paradox too com plex." Back then, 
in high school, he d idn 't think the card left much 
o f an impression on him. But he admitted to me 
that it carried a lasting image. "I thought, that's 
quite a wonderful way to make a living, as a phi­
losopher. i would just sit around and think about 
paradoxes. A n d , I 'll be goddamned if  i d id n 't 
achieve it. That is essentially what I do. i sit 
around and think about things and write them down 
and people send me money for them. That's an 
extraordinary privilege, it 's  unbelievable that that 
could occur."
He seemed de lighted and somewhat be­
fuddled by his position. How or why has this luxury 
occurred, and what does Richard Manning, reporter 
on the w o r ld , owe the peop le  who read his 
musings? Is he an authority or just an example o f 
one possible way people may choose to live a good 
life?
Manning believes he has a responsibility as an 
author, but he is uncertain just what that is. He 
feels there is something he must "pay back" in re­
turn for his indulgence—the allowance o f so much 
time spent pondering the workings of nature and 
culture. He said, "The task that I have set for my­
self is to write something worthwhile, something 
lasting that appeals to fundamental human emo­
tions. It is daunting. I have a sense o f what that 
is, an idea o f sp irit and science, a sense of poetry. I
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"Is there such a thing as prose that speaks to the soul? Could he. But does 
it speak to every soul in the same way? Every reader? Does it speak to you 
the first time you read it or the second time, or the third time? What mood 
are you in and what did you have for breakfast that day?"_______
have to come up with that; I have to account for a 
number of things that really matter to me— music 
and sexuality. I have to account for sensuality, things 
1 have been shying away from. It is almost like I 
have laid my platform in logic, and now I need to 
connect up those other things in my life ."
Manning believes it is a w riter's job " to  help 
people come to grips w ith 
our humanity." "A n d  you 
can't do that w ithout aesthet­
ics," he noted. His specific 
task is " to  make the connec­
t ion  between science and 
art."
He sat on a b row n  
leather couch, facing the w in­
dows and the trees, as we 
spoke. I looked into the win- 
dowiess k itchen. Its th ick  
walls were buried in the h ill­
side at the back o f the house 
for insulation. A  few guitars 
hung on the rough adobe-like 
wall and a sitar was enshrined 
in the corner. Manning ex­
plained that music is the me­
d ium  fo r  h is m e d ita t iv e  
thought, i f  he is not using 
tools to craft o r bu ild , his 
m ind  w orks to  the tunes 
plucked out on those strings.
"M usic  is not so much w rit­
ten as it evolves," he said.
M anning explained that no 
one person created that great blues r iff or the li lt ­
ing Irish melody. Lasting songs were inspired by 
the playing o f many and came from the culture and 
place in which those people resided. Such music 
has a universality that is somehow transferable. Per­
haps that universality comes from the mathemati­
cal precision and discipline it takes to create art. 
M ann ing  has found that creative investigation 
comes down to mathematics. "The  language o f 
science is also the language o f m usic," he to ld me. 
He feels that both are capable o f crossing cultural 
boundaries. Even though few o f us have been to 
Ireland, and many have never seen the South, those 
rhythms, played over and over again, seem some­
how capable o f moving the sp irit o r communicat­
ing with the soul.
The question for Manning is whether writing 
is able to do the same. "Is there such a thing as 
prose that speaks to the soul? Could be. But does 
it speak to every soul in the same way? Every 
reader? Does it speak to you the first time you 
read it or the second time, or the third time? What 
mood are you in, and what did you have for break­
fast that day? A i l  these 
things go into your ab ility 
to understand and see," he 
remarked.
M a n n in g  uses Son 
music from Cuba as a meta­
phor. "The sp irit o f that 
music, the sensuality o f it, 
is on ly possible because o f 
th e ir  is o la t io n  from  a 
dom inant culture which is 
sweeping the g lobe ," he 
continued. "W e can still 
hear it, but we can 't create 
it .  Is the re  som e th in g  
about the way modern so­
ciety has evolved that has 
made this authenticity less 
possible? We have lost the 
ab ility  not only to produce 
such art, but to understand 
it. What does that say to 
someone who is trying to 
speak to that now, through 
w riting?"
The sitar in the corner 
is a product o f a recent se­
ries o f travels. Research for a new book took him 
across the globe to examine the production o f 
food. He visited nine projects in eight countries, 
a ll pa rt o f the  C o lla b o ra t iv e  C ro p  Research 
Program sponsored by the M cN igh t Foundation. 
Manning spent time with farmers and scientists in 
small, rural communities o f South Am erica and in 
the complex cities o f India. He examined global 
agricultural markets versus the basic necessity of 
enough protein grown at home, to feed a nation. 
His conclusions may not be popular. Manning has 
found himself "com ing out in favor o f lim ited ge­
netic engineering." A s  "perverted" as that pro­
cess has become in the private sector, he explained, 
in some cases it creates a healthy system where 
imbalance existed before. He cannot argue against
Photo courtesy R. Manning
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"I finally gave up on being progressive—the idea that as a writer it is some 
how my job to perfect society. I don't think that's true at all. What is true 
is that I write because I don't know how to do anything else."
public sector science when it elim inates the use o f 
pesticides o r restores the protein balance to India's 
vegetarian population. For him, science o r tech­
no logy  is not the cu lp r it;  it  is the short-te rm  
production ethic, under which private industry op­
erates, that causes environmental disasters. His 
synthesis o f these experiences w ill be published next 
June under the title  Food's Frontier.
"W hat have we lost in our commercialism , in 
our period o f being hungry ghosts?" Manning won­
dered. "That's  what Am ericans rem ind me of— 
people who are constantly eating but are never 
filled, consuming but never having any benefit o f 
the consum ption."
He no longer feels he can save anyone or tell 
others how to live. "People aren 't going to hear 
these things until they are ready to hear them, and 
I can 't control that in any way," he said. "That's  
the frustration o f being a writer. I fina lly  gave up 
on being a progressive— the idea that as a w riter it 
is somehow my job to perfect society. I don 't think 
that is true at all. What is true is that I write be­
cause I don 't know how to do anything else." He 
can only put the ideas out there; where they go 
and whom they influence is not his responsibility.
Manning believes one must get over the hu­
bris o f authority. "Au tho r and authority are the 
same word, and i am an author. Eventually, i think
you become a good author when you surrender 
the sense that you are no longer authority."
"A s w riters," he asserted, "we are kind o f re­
hashing what everybody's thinking about over and 
over again in essence." He warned against frustra­
tion with that process, which may lead a person to 
quit taking chances.
"The  people I admire the most are basically 
risky as he ll," he adm itted. "It 's  about trusting 
my talent, and knowing it is lim iting. Everyone's 
talent is lim iting, so where's my lim it? Do I want 
to know that? It is a really dark experience to come 
up against that. It's shattering to the ego to say: 
O K , this is where your line is drawn right now. Did 
my m ind just draw it there today when it's really 
beyond here someplace? There is something deep 
in w riting that is required o f you. it 's  a talent and 
a skill, and I m ight not have it ."
For now, Manning continues to practice. G u i­
tars, writing, marriage, building, and gardening are 
all a part o f his own emerging version o f how to 
live, rooted in daily experience, the good life.
A nn W hitesides is a graduate student at the U niversity o f 
M ontana. W hen not w riting, she spends her fre e  time 
chopping wood, m editating, and pondering the relationship 
between ethics and science.
Help protect the grizzly bear and her habitat. Visit our non­
profit gift store and reading room in downtown Missoula. 
Fine art and rustic Montana gifts, information about wildlife, 
wildlife habitat and human use of native lands and waters.
W eb Sit e : www .brownbear.org
Internships available for 1999-2000.
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Lee (tranquilized): An “adopted”  grizzly bear from 
the Middle Fork of the Flathead River.
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P e r s p e c t i v e s
The Montana Environmental Policy Act:
Substance or Procedure?
by Ethan Hasenstein
Montana, like a couple other sparsely-populated western 
states, has the distinct blessing o f 
having a part-tim e leg islature. 
When they're on, Helena's hot as a 
pistol, and when they're off, the 
state settles into a slow, blissful time 
of quiet. Yet the heat's never far 
off, and lo and behold, it's flared 
up in the interim like a bad case o f 
athlete's foot. The target o f the 
legislature's scrutiny, as it often hap­
pens to be, is the Montana Envi­
ronmental Po licy  A c t  (M EPA ). 
M EPA is just a pen stroke in excess 
o f its mother law in D.C., the N a­
tional Environmental Policy A c t 
(NEPA—as in, "Dawgonnit, look's 
like we've been NEPA 'd. Pack up 
the Cats, boys"). Put on the books 
in 1971, M EPA  is nearly identical 
in structure and language to NEPA, 
except for an important policy state­
ment, which I'll get to later.
But for now, here are the ba­
sics: M EPA  has two key intents: 1) 
to consider the environmental and 
human impacts o f a state agency's 
proposed action and 2) to insure 
that the public is informed of, and 
participates in, the decision-making 
process. It's not an anti-develop­
ment law. it  doesn't create more 
wilderness. It doesn't even control 
or set regulations for any specific 
land or resource use. What it does 
do, however, is approve or deny ap­
plications to undertake waste dis­
charges, timber harvests, highway 
construction projects, planning o f 
subdivisions, industrial siting, and 
a host of other actions that alter the 
environment.
M EPA  gives Montanans the 
arena in which to review and com­
ment on projects funded in total or 
in part by state dollars. The point 
is to foster development that is eco­
nom ica lly  and so c ia lly  sound. 
M EPA  gets the information out in
the open and in the hands o f c it i­
zens and policy makers before de­
cisions are made. In doing so, the 
M EPA  process works ahead of a 
proposed project and analyzes the 
costs, benefits, and means o f cor­
recting any damages that may oc­
cur as a result o f the state-funded 
project.
Now, bear with me, this may 
get a bit stuffy. If a proposed ac­
tion or policy is likely to have an 
impact on the human environment, 
it goes into a systematic, interdisci­
plinary review. Scientists, econo­
mists, and a battery o f lawyers 
(some working for the state, some 
contracting for the company seek­
ing the permit) research all aspects 
o f what the project could do to the 
natural and human communities. 
They ask: Is it safe? Is it legal? Is 
it  econom ica lly -sound? W ill it  
poison the fish? Alternatives are 
explored, and plans are made to 
remedy the impacts. A fter environ­
mental review, the agency can then 
issue an Environm ental Impact 
S ta tem en t o r E n v iro n m e n ta l 
Assessment, depending on the size 
o f the project, and allow for a pe­
riod o f public comment. Then, 
depending on the comments, the 
a c t io n  is e ith e r app roved  o r 
re-hashed to mitigate the potential 
impacts. To manage this process, 
M EPA  created the Environmental 
Quality Council (EQC).
M EPA  is triggered if  state 
funds, regardless o f the amount, 
are allocated to a project. For ex­
ample, if the state wishes to widen 
a highway using transportation 
funds, or if  the D N RC  plans a tim ­
ber sale subsidized by state funds, 
the project must undergo a M EPA  
analysis in order to get the appro­
priate perm it. N EPA  is triggered 
in the  same way, though  in 
reference to federal funds. When
federal and state funds merge, 
which they often do in a project, 
M EPA  is designed to complement 
the NEPA  process. That, readers, 
is the quickest and dirtiest descrip­
tion you 're likely to find o f how 
M EPA works.
Sounds pretty good, right? 
M EPA  makes citizen involvement a 
key component. It gives us a chance 
to evaluate and scrutinize decisions 
that alter Montana's environment. 
A nd  for industry, it sets up a sys­
tematic process that clearly defines 
the limits within which a project can 
operate. Industry and resource de­
velopers can know what to expect, 
and, theoretically, it puts the bur­
den o f proof on the state agency 
that wants to begin a project. But, 
yes, it's slow. And  it's complex. 
And  it doesn't always turn out the 
way industry, developers, or envi­
ronmentalists would like.
This being Am erica and this 
being environmental policy, M EPA 
doesn't always work as effic iently 
as it ought to. And this is precisely 
why the EQ C  is now undertaking a 
yearlong review o f M EPA . This is 
also precisely why conservationists 
and anyone interested in Montana's 
environment should keep an ear to 
the ground.
The yearlong study, issued by 
resolution in A p r il 1999  and be­
gun this September, came in the 
wake of a legislative session that was 
pretty tough on M EPA . Sen. Bea 
M cCarthy (D-Anaconda) initiated 
the study after hearings on House 
Bill 142 and Senate Bill 413 . HB 
142, introduced by Rep. Shiell 
Anderson (R-Livingston) and passed 
by the House, now places stricter 
lim itations on what new issues or 
evidence citizens challenging MEPA 
decisions may introduce in court. 
It also exempts many proposals 
from the M EPA  process.
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The other M EPA  weakening 
bill d idn 't fare as well, and was shot 
down by the Senate. SB 413 , 
introduced by Sen. Duane Grimes 
(R-Clancy) sought to reduce citizen 
access to the M EPA  process and 
would have broadened statutory 
language sufficiently to raise the 
threshold at which the M EPA  pro­
cess is triggered, interestingly, SB 
413 required impacts to be defined 
purely in monetary terms to war­
rant investigation. Currently, all 
im p a c ts  m ust be add re ssed , 
whether they've got a dollar stuck 
to them or not.
Com ing on the heels o f two 
hotly debated bills during the legis­
lative session, EQ C 's  17 members 
(12 legislators, 4 members o f the 
public, and one representative for 
Governor Racico t) are taking on a 
significant task in reviewing the 
nea rly  th ree -decades-o ld  law.
E Q C 's  review has several goals: 
Evaluate and improve the M EPA  
process; ensure that state agencies 
make timely, efficient, informed, 
cost-effective, and legally defensible 
decisions; and ensure that the 
M EPA  process results in govern­
ment accountability. Easier said 
than done, right? Eleven years o f 
controversy, debate, and frustration 
have boiled up since the last com ­
prehensive Council review o f MEPA. 
The Legislature figures it's time to 
clear the air.
Foremost at issue is the pub­
lic involvem ent process, which, 
critics say, keeps the public too in­
volved. Essentially, this critique 
comes from natural resource indus­
t ry  and c o n t r a c to r 's  s p e c ia l 
interest groups as well as the state 
Department o f Natural Resources 
and Conservation, ail o f which feel 
the procedural process that M EPA
requires is too time-consuming and 
expensive, and, ultimately, serves as 
a tool for 'obstruction ists' to halt 
or continually stall projects. DNRC 
D ire c to r  Bud C lin c h  ro u n d ly  
criticized the process as overly sus­
ceptible to litigious stalling. Two of 
C l in c h 's  su p e r io rs , A t to rn e y  
General ]oe Mazurek and Secretary 
o f State M ike Cooney, were quick 
to  d is tan ce  them se lves  from  
Clinch's comment. Both are guber­
natorial candidates.
M EPA  proponents in the con­
servation community, while allow­
ing that MEPA's rarely-met one-year 
deadlines should be expanded, 
generally support the law as is. 
Trout Unlim ited countered Clinch's 
argument, citing that out o f the 
15,421 activities that have trig­
gered the M EPA  process in the past 
decade, only 2 6  have resulted in 
litigation—one-fifth o f one percent.
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Slimming down MEPA into a series of 
dance steps serves simply to bullet-proof projects, not inform
and mitigate impacts.
The central question here is a 
broader one o f the legal nature o f 
M EPA and sim ilar environmental 
regulations. Is MEPA simply a se­
ries o f hoops through which per­
m it applicants need to jump, or is 
it a guarantee that puts the state 
Constitution's promise to Montan­
ans (A rtic le  II, Section 3, if  you 
want to look it up) of a "clean and 
healthful" environment to work on 
the ground? In short, is MEPA pro­
cedural or substantive? Here's that 
policy difference: NEPA says "each 
person should enjoy a healthful en­
vironment," whereas M EPA  backs 
up Montana's unique constitutional 
promise that " each person shall be 
entitled  to a healthful environment 
(em phasis m in e ) ."  It is th is 
statement o f entitlement that d if­
ferentiates M E P A  from N E P A . 
That's substance, not just proce­
dure. Substantive law necessarily 
incorporates ethical considerations 
into regulatory decisions. In refer­
ence to the environment—a public 
resource managed in trust— that 
means making decisions based on 
the least harm ful a lternatives. 
M a inta in ing and enhancing the 
substantive nature of MEPA asks the 
question "W hat's the least damag­
ing way to complete this project?" 
not "W hat's the most damage we 
can do w ithout totally ruining the 
resource?"
Slimming down M EPA  into a 
series o f dance steps serves simply 
to bulletproof projects, not inform 
and mitigate impacts. W hile the 
state Supreme Court has reviewed 
M EPA  a handful o f times since its 
enactment, it has generally affirmed 
its substantive and comprehensive 
nature. M ost recently, the Court 
yet again upheld the State Consti­
tutional statement o f entitlement. 
The EQC ought to think twice about 
recommending Montana's Consti­
tution be rendered irrelevant by
reducing MEPA to a procedural law, 
as DNRC Director Clinch and other 
special interests would like. The 
majority o f the EQ C  review team 
consists o f legislators and industry 
reps with doubtful records o f man­
aging our state's natural resources. 
They know that it's a whole lot 
easier to soften the Constitution 
through legislation than by amend­
ing it.
You can bet the Racicot ad­
m inistration is eyeing a further 
streamlining o f M EPA, this time at 
the hands o f EQC, with anticipa­
tion. The G overnor is a likely
candidate to replace Bruce Babbitt 
as Secretary o f the interior should 
George W. Bush win the presidency 
next November. A  significant trim­
ming o f his state's most prominent 
environmental law might help get 
him to Washington. In the mean­
time, stay tuned to the E Q C 's  
lengthy review and enjoy the re­
maining interim months o f the leg­
islature. Findings are expected in 
September o f 2000 .
Ethan Hasenstein's interests include 
environm etnal law, policy, and land 
conservation. H e is a graduate student 
at the U niversity o f M ontana.
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Brown Dog of the Yaak: 
Essays on Art and Activism
by Rick Bass
Milkweed Editions, 1999
Reviewed by Beth Peluso
Wrydog Colter had a bomb in his heart. Such was the incandescence within him that his eyes would glow  
fiery green when he was hunting.
From the first sentence, the writing in Brown Dog o f  
the Yaak mimics the tumbling, headlong style o f Colter, 
Rick Bass' German shorthaired pointer. The stories about 
Colter are the most engaging part o f the book: Colter 
chewing his way out o f a fiberglass camper, Colter charg­
ing off to snuffle for grouse, Colter running pell-mell from 
a granddaddy o f a mountain lion.
Rick Bass describes his dog as a 
touchstone with the real world o f 
trees and rocks; hunting with him 
is a much-needed hiatus from the 
worlds o f writing and activism. If 
the stories were handled in any 
other way, if  one small measure o f 
the devotion Bass felt for Colter was 
removed, the qualities with which 
he imbues the dog would be unre­
alistic and maybe even a bit pomp­
ous. But because he conveys his 
fierce love o f and admiration for 
his dog with full force, the writing 
is fluid and captures the shadow o f 
the loss Bass felt when Colter dis­
appeared.
The dog stories, however, are 
only the first section o f this book.
It isn't really a collection o f four 
essays ("C o lte r,"  "The  Yaak,"
"Activism," and "A rt") as the title 
suggests; it's more an essay divided 
into four parts. The image o f hunt­
ing with Colter, o f casting left and 
right for the true trail, becomes a metaphor that extends 
throughout the whole book. Bass uses it to describe mov­
ing between the exterior and interior world, between art 
and activism, between the joy o f loving a place and the 
frustration of trying to keep it from being swallowed whole.
By themselves, the sections on art and activism don't 
break much new ground. If you're looking for a sweep­
ing, revolutionary view o f the role o f art in society, look 
elsewhere. If you're more interested in Bass' personal 
dialogue with creativity and activism, then settle into a
comfortable chair for a good read. He describes art in 
terms o f quotes by other authors that resonate with him: 
Dillard, Kafka, Hemingway, and Flaubert, to name a few. 
Bass uses the example o f Colter's single-mindedness for 
hunting to show the strength and ferocity an artist should 
pour into his o r her art. The activism section catalogs 
the projects concerning the Yaak while describing the toll 
that activism takes on the spirit. He provides a quote 
from Thomas Merton to highlight the dangers o f activ­
ism: " ... there is a pervasive form o f contem porary 
violence to which the idealist fighting for peace with non­
violent methods most easily succumbs to: activism and 
overwork."
Bass views activism mainly in terms o f its opposi­
tion to art, and this tension makes these sections more 
than just a collection o f quotes 
and bellyaching. He describes art 
as functioning in an internal space 
between the shadows o f the 
imagination and the dirt and feath­
ers o f the external world. Activ­
ism, on the o the r hand, is 
grounded firmly in the reality o f 
faxes and politics. Simply put, 
"activism takes; art gives." Bass 
isn't willing to abandon either one. 
He refuses to give up artistic writ­
ing fo r the grind o f grant and 
article writing. Yet he won't de­
vote himself solely to art; he loves 
the Yaak valley and refiises to let 
it be consumed without a fight. 
It's not that he believes art can't 
accomplish change, it's just that 
it moves too slowly to save what 
needs to be saved. "I would 
rather fail at both than be disloyal 
to one, even if succeeding at the 
other."
Despite the subtitle, Brown 
Dog o f the Yaak isn 't a "how to" 
book on balancing activist and artistic tendencies. Bass' 
strength lies in telling concrete stories—such as the first 
time he hunted with Colter— rather than in discussing ab­
stractions. He does offer sympathy to the grinding, up­
hill battle o f activists and encouragement to keep at it for 
all you 're worth. Bass also describes what the writing 
process feels like to him. In the end, that's what is satisfy­
ing about this book: the personal m ixture o f stories, 
frustrations, and philosophies o f a writer intimately tied 
to the natural world.
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The Book of the Tongass
Edited by Carolyn Servid and Donald Snow 
Milkweed Editions, 1999
Reviewed by Emily M iller
If  it is possible for a collection o f written words to convey a powerful sense o f place, The Book o f the 
Tongass has done it. A t  their best, these essays trans­
port you to the feet of giant spruce and hemlock trees in 
Southeast Alaska's Tongass National Forest. You smell 
the forest's fragrance, bears roam around the corners 
o f your eyes and salmon leap through your thoughts. 
The book consists o f fourteen separate pieces, varying 
immensely in content, theme and style, by fourteen dif­
ferent writers, each o f whom is passionate -  in his or 
her own way -  about the Tongass.
A s Donald Snow's introduction explains, this col­
lection came about as a collaboration between several 
groups and individuals interested in the region, "to  help 
provide a realistic new context in which people can think 
about the Tongass and the future of Southeast Alaska." 
The forest has been logged heavily over the past cen­
tury, but recent years have brought abrupt change to 
this resource-based economy. Many o f the essays in 
The Book o f the Tongass deal with logging-related is­
sues, though they do this in an unusual and sometimes 
unorthodox fashion.
There is an excellent variety o f approaches in this 
book, including two traditional Tiingit stories, both o f 
which are told by natives and translated into English. In 
"The Heart of the Hunter," Richard Nelson, a nature 
writer, cultural anthropologist, and 2 5-year resident o f 
Alaska, describes how hunting in the Tongass helps him 
experience his connection to the natural world around 
him. "I've poured my heart into this island," writes 
Nelson. "I have a strong sense o f belonging here, and I 
think o f myself as a member o f its living community." 
In one especially good read, "Love, Crime and joyrid ­
ing on a Dead-End Road," private investigator and mys­
tery-writer John Straley writes about crime and violence 
as he experiences it in and around his home in Sitka, 
Alaska. A  more straightforward, analytical stance is 
provided in "Forest Management: You Can't Stand Still," 
by Stewart Allen, who looks at the future of the Tongass 
in light o f changing forestry practices sprung from a 
changing Forest Service. Some essays are drier than oth­
ers but, as a package, they present a fascinating portrait 
o f another type o f American place.
These days, the term a "sense o f place" is tossed 
around quite a bit. In conversations ranging from 
literature to environmental philosophy to regional
politics, you 'll hear those words used to describe this 
intangible something -  a certain brand of connection to 
the land. But the "sense o f place" is more than generic 
land-love; it always refers to a specific locale -  one's 
own physical space. The Book o f the Tongass allows read­
ers to experience Southeast Alaska through words. It 
does what environmental writing should do: articulates 
and passes on an understanding of and passion for the 
Tongass through stories. And  though the stories o f the 
Tongass are sometimes grim, often laced with regret, the 
book's writers are filled with hope. A s Carolyn Servid 
writes in "The Weave of Place and T im e," "The won­
derful thing about stories is that they call on the human 
imagination ... We can pool the best o f our knowledge 
and create a story grounded in both our experience and 
our hope for the future." Servid then asks, "What if we 
took on the task o f reimagining how we might inhabit 
this place?"
These stories o f the Tongass are not only informa­
tive and interesting, but u ltim ate ly empowering. 
Anyone interested in visiting Alaska (those without a plane 
ticket, too), or just reading about it, will be glad to have 
found this book.
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I've begun to  th ink o f her as ethereal during the past hour o f her quiet, 
equine presence—her mane blowing in to  her eyes like a woman's hair.
continuedfrompage 13
Eric lays down the meter square, and starts calling: 
greasewood, common, Bro tec, common ... Bromus 
tectorum , also known as cheatgrass, is an Asian invasive 
that cheats cattle o f nutrients and, with sharp seeds that 
burrow into everything, robs you o f comfortable socks. 
It's ubiquitous throughout the West. Eric calls the most 
obvious plants and then pauses to rummage under a grayia 
for anything that might be hiding in the cool shade. 
There's an elegant purple-leafed mustard that we some­
times find out here. While he's doing that, I look at the 
horse, who has pricked her ears and is staring to the 
north. I'm wondering what she's looking at when i hear 
the first blast. It startles me, and my pencil skids across 
the margin.
"O h , the bombs," Eric says and straightens up. 
We look north. It's the bombs. Boom! We hear the 
second one, five seconds behind the first. Looking across 
the valley, we see two tall plumes of smoke rising above 
the hills north o f Wendel Road. A s  we watch, a silent 
fireball appears beside the plumes like an apple appear­
ing in the hand of a magician. It's a column o f smoke by 
the time the sound hits us, seven miles away. BO O M !
O n an afternoon the year before, we had finished early. I had film in my camera. M y  partner, Brian, 
had not yet seen the bombs, so we parked the rig right 
off Wendel Road, just across from the entrance to the 
bomb site. We figured 
we'd have about an hour 
wait
"We can key out this 
plant," Brian said, pulling a 
small composite he had 
found off the dashboard.
"H ow  about I sketch 
it, and you key it?"
"O h  come on, you 
can key it,"  he said. Brian 
was encouraging, a sweet 
man and a serious botanist, 
carrying his jepson every­
where with him.
Plant manuals with 
keys are a dizzying array o f 
descriptions, and in a state 
with as many plants as Cali­
forn ia, the manual can 
weigh our pounds. They 
are filled with words that 
you must in turn look up. I
recently acquired a glossary o f plant identification terms 
with 1700 illustrations. It's not very helpful when a 
plant key says something like "glandular or bead-like 
hairs." What do they mean by glandular? And what is 
a bead-like hair? There are 65 different words to de­
scribe a plant surface—just a surface. "M ea ly" means 
"with the consistency of meal; powdery, dry and crum­
bly." "Scurfy" translates as "covered with small, bran­
like scales." Some sound gross, like "Pustuliferous," 
and others are funny, like "Ruminate: roughly wrinkled 
as if chewed."
Keying plants is an art. It requires patience, prac­
tice, and astute observation. A  dissecting scope helps. 
It's possible to spend three hours trying to decipher the 
exact species of a plant. I'm lousy at it. But I'm good at 
memorization, and I adore the plants, the names, the 
habitats, the miraculous quality o f life in such a harsh 
environment, and the incredible adaptations that plants 
have made to insure survival. I am enchanted by human 
responses to plants—our history, our language, our nam­
ing o f them. Every time I write the Latin name of a plant 
in my notebook or on a data sheet, I feel in company 
with thousands o f others, through distance and time. 
It's a calling that some would now call archaic, but it is 
intrinsic to where we are today and to our continued 
survival.
Luckily for me, that's as far as the keying got, 
because as I was eyeing the drooping yellow  flower,
Photo by Mark Oatncy
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I t  would be so quiet that i f  there was a breeze, I'd  hear it  coming and 
I'd  smell the sweet pungent smell o f sagebrush.
and as Brian was opening his jepson, the first bomb detonated. The rig rocked, and as I yanked my 
camera out o f its case, the second blast hit. I saw the windshield flex with the shock wave. I tumbled out 
o f the car, and by the th ird blast, I was shooting as fast as I cou ld— 24  exposures in 15 seconds. When 
it was over i looked across the hood at Brian, who had gotten out, and was standing there with his mouth 
hanging open. He turned to me, his eyes big. "I had no idea /7 he said.
But today, seven miles away, in the company o f Eric and the horse, who I am already certain is magic, the bombs are just another layer o f the Honey Lake. It's one more twisted event that goes along with 
the plants, the ostrich farm out on the east edge o f the valley, the flock of sheep that wandered across 
Wendel Road this morning as we drove in, and the old man who always stops us o ff County Road 34  and 
demands, as if  we have some sort o f conduit to the county road commissioner, that the road be repaired 
goddamn it— it was in good condition before this pipeline went in and all these people started driving all 
over it way too fast and in every kind o f weather.
We complete our transects, gather our gear, and leave. Eric has the meter square, I have the shrub 
stick. The horse watches us go. A s  we drive west, on a road parallel to the railroad track, i see a For Sale 
sign stuck in the m iddle o f a sea o f greasewood. This seems to me to be the height o f m isplaced op ti­
mism. Who is going to see it, except the crew on the munitions train, people like me, and whoever else 
is out here? Except, isn 't that just who 
would buy it? People who, for what­
ever reasons, are already here, who 
know the perverse and subtle enchant­
ment o f this place. We bump along, the 
rig shimmying fie rce ly  over the wash­
boards. We're done, only an hour back 
to town, and Eric has Pearl jam  in the 
tape deck. But my m ind is wandering 
back to that last transect and the brown 
mare.
What would I do if  I owned 20  
acres out here? I w ou ldn 't bu ild  a 
thing—just come out here at night some­
times, walk out into the scrub, listen to 
the crickets sing, and perhaps hear the 
scurry o f a pack rat o r a horned toad.
I'd iie on my back and look at the sky 
filled w ith stars, packed w ith light. It 
would be so qu iet that if  there was a 
breeze, I'd hear it coming, and I'd smell 
the sweet pungent smell o f the sage­
brush. I could fall asleep with my back 
to the salty earth, th inking about the 
nature of tenacity, and the slow, breath­
taking determ ination o f this landscape.
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two, before fu lly  converting It to pasture. The con­
version o f forests to  conucos isn 't necessarily a 
permanent one; the conversion o f old conucos to 
pasture, however, may be much more enduring.
Aquiles and I follow a stream bottom lined with 
the bamboo-Ilke cana amarga and a thick overstory 
o f tall guamas, the favored shade tree for coffee in 
the region. Aquiles has seen a great dim inution o f 
streamflows in his lifetime. Rivers once d ifficu lt to 
ford on horseback are today crossed by children on 
foot.
"I believe what did the greatest damage to the 
water, in this case, was the business of the sawmills," he 
says, referring to the timber industry that operated in 
the region in the 1950s and '60s." When owners sent 
men to cut pine, the poor workers cut pines wherever 
they were sent, even on the riverbanks."
A s we leave the valley bottom, we climb through 
first a coffee plantation and then old conucos, now in 
various stages of secondary growth. In these votaos, 
Aquiles points out a few trees and their uses: Calmlto 
produces a sweet black fruit at Christmas; mala m ujer 
gives you good firewood; and the p in illo  has a strong 
wood, one that "w ill outlive you." Forty years ago, these
old conucos were all monteria — prim ary 
fo rest, ju s t before a rr iv in g  at Aquiies's 
conuco, we pass through a piece of land thick 
with bracken fern and charred pines. This land 
had burned the year before when a fire set to 
clear it for planting raced through the dry weeds, 
beyond the conuco and onto three acres of sparse 
pineiands and a portion of Aquiies's bean field.
I ask him whether his neighbor -  oddly 
enough a moonlighting Foresta guard — paid 
for Aquiies's losses. He smiles and shakes his 
head no. It was an accident, after all, and it 
wouldn't be fair for one poor man to place 
such demands on another. "A ll o f us are poor 
here," he says. Am ong the campesinos o f the 
Cord illera, poverty is well understood and 
necessity explains much. Recently, thieves stole 
seven cassava plants from Aquiies's conuco. 
"M aybe they were hungry," he says, chuckling, 
"bu t they d idn 't take any o f the weeds."
Near the ridge top, we arrive at one o f 
two conucos that Aquiles works. This one is a 
gently sloped depression covered in cassava, 
bananas, plantains, and sweet potatoes. The 
diversity o f sites and crops helps minimize risks 
faced by the farmer. Aquiles crawls into the 
tarped lean-to and grabs his work clothes. He 
takes o ff his lightweight boots, and puts on 
one tattered tennis shoe and an old boot. Over 
his tan jeans, he pulls on a ragged pair o f slacks. 
A l l  this is done in deference to his wife, he 
says, so as not to needlessly burden "the poor 
woman" with his dirty clothes.
Aquiles has worked these 2 0  tareas (roughly 
three acres) for the past two years. His wife, Amalia, 
inherited the land from her father, who first worked 
it 4 0  years ago. Even though the soil is tierra caliente, 
a relatively infertile red clay, Aquiles believes he'll be 
able to work it another couple years before giving it 
a rest. W ith a hoe he begins to clear a patch o f cadillo, 
a ubiquitous weed. Once piled, he leaves them to 
dry in strong mountain sun. He moves on to older 
piles o f weeds, shrubs, and trees such as guava. He 
puts a match to them and they ignite swiftly, crack­
ing, popping, and sending up great pillows o f white 
smoke. W ith a machete as a digging tool, Aquiles 
plants red beans on this quarter acre.
This is the agriculture Aquiles has practiced for 
nearly four decades. It is the agriculture o f his father 
and his grandfather as well. To many, this so-called 
siash-and-burn technique is the primary force behind 
deforestation in the tropics. The story o f the conuco 
seems one o f declension, o f gradual slide toward 
oblivion. Indeed, the working life o f Aquiles spans 
much o f that critical period in Dominican agriculture. 
He began at the end o f the pioneer era, the twilight
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of the monteros, and now sees that way o f life in 
eclipse.
Aquiies practices farming in a context charac­
terized by land tenure insecurities, the unwillingness 
o f the governm ent to  extend c red it to  small 
farmers, profound inequities in agricultural land dis­
tribution, and a marketing and transport system that 
favors the intermediaries. Politically, the climate has 
been equally harsh. The pressure on the farmers af­
fects not only families, but could ultimately have 
repercussions for the wider society. Dominican na­
tional development strategy in recent years has 
focused on the creation o f free trade industrial parks, 
the zona francas, and key to this strategy is cheap 
food. W ith much of the best agricultural land de­
voted to export crops or ranching, the mountain 
valleys and hillsides are all that remain for the nation's 
subsistence. Aquiies knows the value o f his work. 
" I f there's no agriculture, the towns are going to 
suffer from hunger as well."
It's not an exaggeration to say that ag ricu l­
tu re  in  the  u p p e r  Yaque  de l N o r t e  is an 
endangered way o f life, a fact Aqu iies recognizes. 
Two decades ago, there were maybe 100  farm ­
ers in La Co to rra , he says. Today, perhaps ten 
continue to farm . "R igh t now there are a lo t o f 
people that say a pine is worth more than a 
Christian, one that farm s," Aqu iies says. The 
farmers, he adds, can care for the forests too . 
"W e know a tree has life, but so does a person. 
We have to look fo r a so lu tion  that allows both 
to live ."
Pessim istic forecasts about the Yaque del 
N o rte  may come handily, but they need to be
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re s is ted . It w ou ld  be easy to  say tha t the 
campesinos in the Cord ille ra  are relics o f a past 
age, a people whose adaptations to societal con­
d itions have contribu ted  to serious degradation 
o f the reg ion 's forests. It's conceivable that so­
c ia l in e q u it ie s  and p o l it ic a l p ressures cou ld  
continue, s low ly forc ing campesinos o ff the land 
and in to the m isery belts o f the cities, it 's  also 
possible that add itiona l ev ictions o r resettlement 
o f entire com m unities cou ld occur. A n  increas­
ingly comm on sight on the road from jarabacoa 
are the Pathfinders and LandCruisers o f c ity  folks 
heading to  country  homes. A s  more and more 
urban people move to the countryside, the few 
rem aining farm fam ilies -  through distress sales 
-  could be bought out o f existence. The land­
scape, once the ob ject o f exp lo ita tion , could be 
com m od ified  and consumed anew as scenery or 
buco lic  retreat. It is not d if f ic u lt  to  imagine a 
not-too-d istant future in which the cam pesino no 
longer exists as a m aligned, actual figure, but as a 
sym bol, an ob ject o f nostalgia, a rem inder o f a 
s im p ler agrarian past.
But as an outsider, a N o rth  Am erican , I feel 
entitled  to no more pessim ism than Aqu iies ex­
presses, and he is ne ither cyn ica l nor passive. He 
belongs to  two farm ers' groups, and another for 
park guides. O ne o f his groups recently planted 
2 5 0 ,0 0 0  pines near the national park 's entrance, 
in  m i d - 1 9 9 5 ,  16  f a rm e r  a s so c i a t i o n s  and 
wom en's groups confederated under the banner 
o f one watershed-w ide organization. W hat the 
cam pesinos o f the upper Yaque del N o rte  u lt i­
mately want is to  be given the au thority  and the 
resources to  manage the ir own watershed, to  con­
tro l the ir own land and the ir own lives. "I th ink 
when groups unite, unify, study, work, it  is always 
possible to  see benefits ... For a person alone, a 
th ing m ight be heavy, but fo r many, it is n o t."
When Aqu iies  speaks o f his life  as a farmer, 
he does so fo rce fu lly , yet w ithou t resentment. 
A n d  when he speaks o f los ricos, the rich who've 
long con tro lled  much o f the w orld  he lives in, it 
is not as some M arx is t revo lu tionary; it as a man 
who has struggled to  support a fam ily  and has 
managed to  do  i t  we l l .  He  is a fa rmer ,  a 
cam pesino, and that is more than a live lihood , it  
is the source o f his iden tifica tion , his cu lture. "I 
am 48  years o ld  and I've worked agricu lture since 
I was ten. Sow ing, harvesting. I've had lots o f 
failures. I've had, as well, the fru it  G od  has given 
me to tend. I've produced. For that reason one 
feels very em otiona l about working in life. I never 
get tired o f it . "
34 Camas Fall/Winter 1999
36





What would you look like now?
Same thick leonine hair, 
half-wild burning eyes 
offset by a smile as wide as 
the windy canyon you loved.
People still wistfully remember you.
A  former teacher tells me
that you were the kindest student he ever knew.
Two of your closest friends 
named their sons after you.
Your mother can smile fondly 
telling stories of you now.
Her poems breathe you alive to me.
But her eyes show clearly what has been lost, 
set in their sorrow, ancient, 
a mother's suffering.
The wind tells your story now, 
most alive at the Tupa 
Carried over the rocks 
and through the turns of the river, 
the Teton keeps your name.
Your life is in the mountains you hiked,
Igor panting in your shadow,
sharing your meals, your sleeping bag, your history.
I hiked that mountain with you once, 
my young eyes drinking in your teenage ease.
I want to pass your story on,
hear it told by family and friends over and over.
A t  the cabin I can chart your growth 
by pencil markings on the door frame.
I hold you alive in my heart by marks of another kind, 
left there by the strength of you.
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